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" But why not ? "

" I should feel that he was suffering/'

" We all suffer, surely/'

Strangely, the moment she had said it
Felicia doubted whether Miss Considine
suffered at all.

Her saying that she could not leave a
letter like Boston's without replying some-
how chilled Felicia ; it seemed to set a vast
distance between them. Felicia insisted to
herself that she could; it might be hard,
but still she could. If she were to give
up the claim that she could, she would
surrender a precious thing.

They were passing through Barnet; they
were coming near. " Tell him to drive to
the Wheatsheaf Inn, Caulfield, Jimmy/'

Miss Considine obeyed, no longer like a
priestess. It was the obedience of a servant
to a queen. Felicia had never thought that
she was born to command Miss Considine
before; now she did.

And yet, she herself was obeying. She was
not merely replying, she was bringing herself.
But there was, she insisted, a difference, a
deep difference. Still, Miss Considine must
not be left to find out for herself.
" We're going to the inn where Mr, Boston